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"And if every imperfect mind

Make love the end of knowledge here,
How perfect will our love be, where

All imperfection is refin'd!                                  120

"Let then no doubt, Celinda, touch,

Much less your fairest mind invade;

Were not our souls immortal made,
Our equal loves can make them such.

" So when one wing can make no way,                 125

Two joined can themselves dilate,

So can two persons propagate,
When singly either would decay.

" So when from hence we shall be gone,

And be no more, nor you, nor I,                       130

As one another's mystery,
Each shall be both, yet both but one."

This said, in her uplifted face,

Her eyes which did that beauty crown,

Were like two stars, that having falTn down,   135

Look up again to find their place;

While such a moveless silent peace
Did seize on their becalmed sense,
One would have thought some Influence

Their ravish5d spirits did possess.                       140
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THOUGH the pale white within your cheeks compos'd,
And doubtful light unto your eye confin'd,

Though your short breath not from itself unloosed,
And careless motions of your equal mind,

Argue your beauties are not all disclosed;                         5

Yet as a rising beam, when first 'tis shown,
Points fairer than when it ascends more red,

Or as a budding rose, when first 'tis blown.

Smells sweeter far than when it is more spread;

As all things best by principles are known;                     10